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ON     REVISITING     PART    OF    THE 
COUNTRY    NEAR     BRISTOL 

I  SAW  them,  as  I  saw  them  oft  before, 
On  that  grey  winter's  morn, 
The  silent  trees,  their  branches  reaching  o'er 
The  fields  forlorn. 

I  saw  the  high  road  where  the  village  stood, 

While  far  beyond  my  gaze 
The  hills  and  dales  which  bordered  Severn's  flood 

Were  lost  in  haze. 

The  trees  were  bare  ;  the  sodden  fields  had  dried; 

For  the  east  wind  had  come, 
The  cold  east  wind,  which  swept  the  countryside 

And  chilled  the  home. 

I  saw  the  lane  which,  hard  by  Hallen's  hill 

Wandering,   leads   at   last 
To  one  small,  homely  village,  one  which  still 

Recalls  the  past. 

So  I  departed  ;    but  those  hills  and  fields 

And  lanes  remain  the  same, 
Rich    with   the   boundless  store  which   Nature 
yields, 

Untouched  by  fame. 

Far  from  the  scenes  of  discontent  and  strife, 

While  time  rolls  slowly  by, 
The  humble  folk  pursue  their  honest  life 

And  work — to  die. 

January   \2th,   1913. 


TO     SHELLEY 

"A  pard-like    spirit,    beautiful    and  swift." 

ES,  thou  hast  sung  of  Truth  and  Liberty, 
And   when   shall   cease   the   glory   of  thy 

singing  ? 

"  Let  all  be  free  and  equal  "  was  thy  cry  : 
Still  through  the  world  we  hear  its  echoes 

ringing. 
Thou,   too,   hast   sung  of  Love   and   Nature, 

bringing 

New  hope  and  peace  to  all,  joy  and  delight, 
And  thoughts  of  Life  and  Death  and  Heaven, 

flinging 

O'er  the  whole  earth  the  splendour  of  thy  might, 
Thou  Spirit  beautiful,  thou  fount  of  Life  and 

Light. 

May  iSth,   1913. 


TO    TENNYSON 


^  I AHOU    did'st    lament   thy   dearest   friend, 

And  I  can  feel  along  with  thee, 
For  I've  a  friend  as  dear  to  me, 
Whose  love  will  never,  never  end. 


Thou,   patriot,   thy   fame   is  sure, 
Thou,  who  did'st  wield  a  master  pen 
And  touch  the  inmost  hearts  of  men, 

Whose  name  will  evermore  endure. 

May   I9/A,   1913. 


I  AM  THE   LIFE 

QOMETIMES  we  think  that  life  is  very  dull : 
^  We  try  to  do  the  right,  but  only  wrong 
Comes  ;   what  is  life  ?  we  ask : 
Is  it  the  daily  round,  the  common  task  ? 
Why  should  we  not  enjoy  it  to  the  full  ? 
Where  is  the  song 

We  used  to  sing  ?   say,  whither  are  we  led  ? 
We  sink  to  calm  despair  and  wish  that  we  were 
dead. 

But,  O  my  soul,  despair  not,  come,  arise  1 
There  is  a  God,  whose  Spirit  lives  in  thee, 
Whose  power  still  keeps  the  earth,  whose  glory 

fills  the  skies, 
Who  makes  the  storm  to  cease  and  calms  the 

angry  sea  : 

Trust  thou  in  Him,  He  will  not  fail  thee, 
Though  envy,  hate,  and  strife  assail  thee  : 
For  He  will  ease  thy  grief, 
Give  comfort  to  thy  sorrows  and  to  thy  pain  relief. 
He  gave  Himself  for  thee,  He  did  thy  burden 

bear, 

He  gives  thee  peace,  and  bids  thee  not  despair — 
Lord,  I  am  weary  with  perpetual  strife, 
Come  Thou  and  save  me,  for  Thou  art  the  life. 

March   nth,   1914. 
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THE     CALL 

TJEAR  you  the  call,  God's  call, 

-*-  -*•  The  call  He  sends  to  guide  you  through 

your  life 

That  you  for  Him  may  work  ? 
It  comes  to  all — 
Complaints    are    rife ; 
Yet  we  must  strive 
To  do  His  will,  and  live  ; 
We  must  not  shirk. 

The    mother    with    her    firstborn    stands — 

The  future  soldier,  destined  soon  to  war 

In  hostile  lands 

Both  near  and  far — 

The  doctor,  lawyer,  writer  :  fame 

Awaits  him  in  the  place  from  whence  he  came — 

The  unanointed  priest 

To  celebrate  God's  holy  Feast 

In  His  most  holy  place. 

Behold  his  face  : 

He  smiles  ;   he  knows  not  what  will  be  his  call, 

But  God  will  call  him  too  : 
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The  labourers  are  few, 
He  calls  us  all. 

O  blessed  Jesu,  ever  loving  Lord, 

We  come  to  do  Thy  will  : 

It  is  not  earthly  glory  that  we  seek, 

Nor  riches,  nor  reward  ; 

But  we  are  weak  ; 

O  do  Thou  help  us  still  ; 

Grant  us  to  know  how  we  may  serve  Thee  best. 

Try  us,  O  Lord,  and  test 

Our  failing  hearts,  teach  us  to  know  thee  more, 

Thy  Truth  to  follow  and  Thy  Name  adore  ; 

Show  us  what  Thou  would 'st  have  us  do, 

For  we  are  Thine, 

O  Lord,  though  poor  and  few, 

Grant  us  to  follow  in  Thy  steps  divine. 

May,   1914. 
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ATHENS 

DIVINE  Athens,  Liberty's  first  home, 
Thou  fairest  city  of  the  Grecian  land, 
Near  where  the  mighty  ocean's  surging  foam 
Beats  ceaselessly  upon   Phalerum's  strand  : 
O  Athens,  founded  by  Erectheus'  hand, 
Never  again  shall  haughty  Xerxes  boast 

To  hold  the  seas  that  wet  thy  golden  sand  ; 
Never  again,  full  stretched  from  coast  to  coast, 
Shall   thy  great  fleet  put  forth   against  proud 
Persia's   host. 

No  more  shall  Spartan  hatred  fill  thy  breast, 

Nor  battered  triremes  cross  Peiraeus'  bar, 
Nor  Spartan  armies  break  thy  peaceful  rest, 

Nor  burn  thy  crops,  nor  scorch  thy  farms,  nor 
mar 

Thy  olive-groves  with  ravages  of  war  ; 
Nor  o'er  the  triumph  of  thy  Statesman's  reign 

Shall  glitter  in  the  west  the  evening  star, 
Nor  wilt  thou  sail  the  distant  seas  in  vain, 
Nor  hear,  alas,  the  martyr-sophist  preach  again. 
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Corinth  had  ships,  but  none  so  swift  as  thine  ; 

Sparta  had  warriors  trained  for  war  alone  ; 
No  tragic  poet  drank  Laconian  wine, 

Nor  breathed   Laconian  air,  but  passed   un- 
known. 
O    thou,    'neath   whose    time-honoured   walls 

have  grown 
Citizen-soldiers,  heroes  in  their  day, 

And  sculptors,  skilled  in  carving  Parian  stone, 
Which  time,  and  time  alone,  can  e'er  decay. 
How  shall  thy  splendour  fade,  thy  glory  pass 
away  ? 

July  $th,  1913- 
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SUMMER 

VIT'HICH  is  the  fairest  season  of  the  year? 
It  is  not  winter,  with  its  frostbound  lakes 
And  keen  thin  air  and  silent,  leafless  trees, 
It  is  not  winter,  when  men  quake  for  fear  ; 
When  houses,  whitened  by  the  falling  flakes, 
Begin   to   tremble   in   the   angry   breeze. 

It  is  not  spring,  when  east  winds  cold  and  wild, 
Biting  the  fresh  sprung  shoots,  sweep  o'er  the 

plain  : 

It  is  not  autumn  with  its  golden  leaves 
Fading,  alas,  but  summer  warm  and  mild, 
When  fields  are  yellow  with  the  ripening  grain, 
And  busy  farmers  gather  in  the  sheaves. 

O  summer,  dearer  than  the  rest  to  me, 

O  thou,  who  bringest  warmth  and  joy  and 

peace, 

While  Phoebus,  shining  in  the  stainless  blue, 
Shoots  down  his  fiery  darts,  and  o'er  the  sea 
Glimmers  the  distant  haze  :  the  yellow  bees 
Suck   scented  flowers  now  glistering  bright 
with  dew. 
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Still  lies  the  ocean  with  unruffled  calm  ; 
Scarce   doth   the   gentle   breeze   disturb    the 

boughs ; 

The  forest  is  a  mass  of  green  ;  the  flower 
Displays  its  glorious  hue.    O  soothing  balm 
To  drive  away  all  pain  :   the  unheeding  cows 
Graze  on — 'tis  Nature  in  her  loveliest  hour. 

October  17th,  1913. 
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SOLITUDE 


rTAHE  wild  north  wind  is  moaning  through  the 
trees, 

A  few  scarce  clouds  are  flying  overhead. 
I  stand  and  shiver  in  the  angry  breeze, 

The  sun  is  sinking  in  his  rosy  bed. 


0  glorious  solitude,  O  blest  repose, 

0  peace,  to  calm  a  troubled,  passionate  mood  ; 
E'en  now  the  day  is  drawing  to  its  close, 

1  wander  in  the  dark  and  lonely  wood. 

But  often  when  I  fare  me  forth  alone 

In  some  deep  glen,  or  by  the  Avon's  tide, 

1  hear  the  voice  of  the  Almighty  One, 
Methinks  I  see  Him  standing  at  my  side. 

April  $th,   1913. 


HUISHCHAMFLOWER 

TllTHEN   sunrise   dawns  on   Huish 

And  all  the  clouds  are  fled, 
O  get  you  to  the  hilltop 

And  choose  a  flowery  bed 

Among  the  clover  red. 

O  get  you  to  the  hilltop 
Where    Huish    sleeps    below, 

And  hear  the  thrushes  singing 
And  hear  the  streamlet  flow, 
And  feel  the  soft  wind  blow. 

O  get  you  to  the  hilltop 

Where,   'neath  the  azure  sky, 

The  hot  sun  glares  on  Huish 
And  Huish  fields  are  dry, 
And  farmers  work  and  sigh. 

When  sunset  falls  on   Huish 
And   Huish  clouds   are  grey, 

O  get  you  to  the  hilltop, 
O  come  you  there  and  stay, 
And  watch  the  dying  day. 

August  22nd,   1913. 
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A  PRAYER  FOR  PEACE 

REATHE  peace,  O  God,  breathe  peace  :  O 
let  Thy  hand 
Defend  us  in  this  awful  hour  : 
Let  Thy  right  arm  be  stretched  forth  o'er  the  land, 
Grant  us  to  feel  Thy  power — 

Thy  mighty  power,  which  oft  in  days  of  old 

Did  save  Thy  people  Israel, 
Led  Moses,  and  took  David  from  the  fold, 
A  King  o'er  Thine  to  dwell. 

Thy  power  hath  spread  Thy  Church  throughout 

the    earth, 

Hath  brought  us  in  the  narrow  way, 
Hath  given  to  all  mankind  a  second  birth, 
Hopes  of  eternal  day. 

Oft  we  have  sinned  and  yet  we  would  repent, 

Oft  have  misused  Thy  saving  grace  : 
Now,  when  the  noise  of  war  and  strife  hath  rent 
The  air,  O  turn  Thy  face 


To  us,  Thou  knowest  that  our  cause  is  just, 

For  Thou,  and  Thou  alone  can'st  save  ; 
Soon  we  return  to  ashes  and  to  dust, 
When  we  have  found  the  grave. 

Have  mercy,  Lord,  on  those  in  toil  and  pain, 

O  bid  this  strife  for  ever  cease  : 
Soon  may  we  live  in  unity  again  : 

Breathe  peace,   O  God,  breathe  peace. 

August  1 6th,  1914. 
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LINCOLN     CATHEDRAL 


awful  stillness  of  the  holy  shrine, 
The  stillness  of  a  Presence  we  can  feel, 
Of  Him,  who  doth  our  souls  of  sickness  heal 
With  everlasting  Bread  and  mystic  Wine  — 
His  very  Self,  our  one  Incarnate  Lord  — 

Pervades  this  Temple,   so  divinely  wrought, 
Beneath  whose  walls  have  bravely  lived  and 

fought  — 

Faith  was  their  shield,  the  spirit  was  their  sword  — 
Noble  Saint  Hugh,  the  saintly  Edward  King, 
Wordsworth,  and  many  whose  bones  now  rest 

in  peace. 
But  hark,  the  vesper  bell  begins  to  ring  : 

Draw   near   and   offer   Him  your  humblest 

praise, 

WTith  saints  and  angels,  who  shall  never  cease 
To  show  His  glory  to  the  end  of  days. 

September  gth,   1915. 
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WINCHESTER     CATHEDRAL 

\ 

WONDROUS  heritage  of  bygone  years— 
Arch  piled  on  arch  magnificently  wrought, 
Figures  of  saints,  who  by  example  taught 
The  Faith  and  calmed  the  sinner's  anxious  fears, 
Great  tombs  divinely  carved,  wherein  repose 
Those  who  'neath  Winton's  walls  have  lived 

and  died, 

Yielding  their  lives  to  serve  the  Crucified  : 
And  chapels,  where  the  vested  priest  forth  shows 
The  holy  Sacrifice  for  quick  and  dead. 

Behold  the  Saviour  hanging  from  the  Cross- 
Infinite  love  that  He  for  us  has  bled — 
A   crowd   of  soldiers   through   the   gateways 

throng  : 
They  gaze  upon  the  Christ.     Know  they  their 

loss, 
Who  never  knew,  or  have  forgot  Him  lone;  ? 

September  glh,   1915. 
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REGRETS 

NO,  not  in  England  are  the  sounds  I  hear, 
The  sounds  of  Nature's  music  wafted  o'er 
The  fields  forlorn,  the  while  the  ripening  year 
Blossoms  and  buds  on  plain  and  trackless  moor. 

For  there  is  music  in  the  softest  breeze — 
Vague,  yet  expressive  as  the  poet's  word — 

That  gently  plays  among  the  bending  trees, 
And  music  in  the  twittering  of  the  bird. 

Nor  less  discordant   is   the   distant   boom 
Of  guns,  that  echoes  from  the  fields  of  strife — 

The  steady  tramp — the  ruins  in  the  gloom, 
The  land  where  death  is  face  to  face  with  life 

Yes,  they  are  fair,  these  fields  of  Northern  France, 
Fields  yet  untouched  by  the  grim  hand  of  war  : 

Yet  would  I  rather  watch  the  sunbeams  dance, 
Dance  on  the  waves  that  wash  fair  England's 

shore. 

Renescure,   Nord, 

March  3 is/,   1916. 
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ARRAS    CATHEDRAL 

TTVAZZLING  and  white  still  stand  those  crumb- 
**-*  ling  walls, 

Gazing  no  longer  on  the  majesty 
Of  vested  altars,  richly  carven  stalls, 

Dim  lights  and  colours  mixed  harmoniously. 

The  Cross  stands  clear  against  the  quivering  blue, 
Broken  :  the  nave  is  open  to  the  dome 

Of  heaven  :  in  holes  and  rafters  lodged,  a  few 
Lone,  wandering  birds  have  made  themselves  a 
home. 

Daughters  of  France,  behold  your  ruined  shrine  : 

Sons  of  the  great  Republic  of  the  West, 
Is  it  for  this  your  blood  is  spilt  as  wine, 

Is  it  for  this  your  dead  are  laid  to  rest- 
To  see  your  homesteads  once  so  passing  fair, 

Lie  burnt  and  broken  'neath  the  drizzling  rain, 
Your  women  outraged  and  your  altars  bare, 

Your   children   starving   and    your   manhood 
slain  ? 

The  sun  was  sinking  down  the  western  sky  : 
In  deep,  dull  thunder  from  the  guns  afar 

The  answer  came,  steady  and  slow  :  on  high 
A  bird  sang  sweetly  to  the  evening  star. 

July  loth,  1917. 
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PAUL 

IN  MEMORIAM   P.  C.  S.  O'L. 
Killed  in  action  June  ist,  1917. 

P\OWN  in  a  village  where  tall  poplars  stand, 
^^^   Flanking  the  highways  where  the  foe  doth 

pass, 
Spreading  red  fire  and  carnage  through  the  land, 

Thou  liest,  'neath  the  grass 
That  clothes  the  soil  of  that  once  fair,  alas, 
That  fair  and  lovely  country,  where  the  hand 

Of  Death,  with  lust  and  hatred,  holds  full  sway, 
And  men  are  made  the  slave  of  godless  pride. 

But  the}',  and  thou,  have  chosen  Christ  the  Way, 
By  faith  have  stemmed  the  tide, 
In  perfect  peace  with  Him  their  sons  have  died, 

Cherishing  hopes  of  an  eternal  day. 
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Tis  but  a  while  since  first  thou  had'st  a  place 
Within  my  heart,  since  I  beheld  thine  eyes 

That  shone  with  love  divine  and  tender  grace — 
The  love  which  never  dies. 
With  thee  it  was  to  be  in  Paradise, 

To  watch  thy  smile  and  gaze  upon  thy  face. 

I  loved  thee  then — I  would  have  loved  thee  more 

As  now  I  love,  if  I  had  fully  known, 
Fathomed  thy  heart  of  gold,   love's  wondrous 

store  : 

Like  to  some  precious  stone, 
Some  hidden  gem  thou  wert  ;    now  thou  art 

gone 
I  love  thee  as  I  never  loved  before. 

Though  thou  art  gone,  thy  soul  is  with  us  yet  ; 
Thou  knowest  all  we  do  and  think  and  say; 

Though  we  forget  thee,  thou  can'st  not  forget: 
We  know  that  thou  dost  pray 
For  us,  as  we  for  thee,  sweet  soul,  alway  : 

In  our  poor  hearts  thy  star  will  never  set. 
***** 

O  Jesus,  hanging  from  the  awful  Tree, 
Remember  all  Thy  bitterest  agony, 

Sweet  Jesus,  spare  his  soul  so  dear  to  Thee, 
And  grant  him  peace  throughout  eternity. 
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Purge  all  his  sins  away  and  give  him  rest ; 

O  dearest  Jesus,  let  not  eternal  night 
Envelope  him  :  Lord  grant  that  with  the  blest 

His  soul  repose  with  Thee  in  endless  light. 

O  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  flame  divine, 
Burning  with  love  for  each  departed  soul, 

Consume  him  with  Thy  fire,  and  make  him  Thine, 
O  heal  his  grievous  wounds,  so  he  be  whole. 

O  Heart  of  Jesus,  Thou  for  us  wast  broken  ; 

O  Heart  of  Jesus,  we  have  caused  Thee  pain  : 
Let  Thy  redeeming  love  be  our  sure  token 

That  when  we  see  Thee,  we  know  him  again  : 

That  we  may  see  him  standing  pure  before  Thee, 
And  love  him  for  Thy  sake  and  without  measure, 

And  join  with  him  for  ever  to  adore  Thee, 
O  Jesu,  loving  Lord,O  Jesu,  priceless  Treasure. 

September  6th,   1917. 
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PAUL 

dear  children,  weep  with  me, 
Come,   ye   mournful   hours, 
Nature's  children  weep  with  me, 

Weep,  ye  fairest  flowers  ; 
Paul  is  gone,  our  only  love, 
Jesus  keeps  his  soul  above. 

Sweetest  Jesus,  comfort  us, 

So  we  end  our  weeping  ; 
Sweetest  Jesus,  let  us  ever 

Leave  him  in  Thy  keeping  : 
Sweetest  Jesus,  soothe  our  sorrow, 
Thou  alone  can'st  bring  the  morrow  ; 
Bring  us,  cleansed,  forgiven,  before  Thee, 
There  together  to   adore  Thee. 

September  6th,   1917. 
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O,     QUI     ME    GELIDIS" 


'T^HE  sun  shines  bright  o'er  England 
•*•  From  Thames  to  Severn  and  Wye, 
The  smiling  fields  of  England 

Beneath  the  mid-day  sky 

In  peace  and  silence  lie. 

The  fields  are  green  in  England, 

The   trees   stand   gaunt   and   bare  — 

The  lovely  land  of  England, 
A   lovely   land   and   fair  — 
And    stillness    everywhere. 

No  thunder  of  guns  in   England, 
No  farms  shell-swept  and  torn, 

But   peace   on   the   hills   in   England, 
In  valleys  rich  with  corn 
Under  the  golden  morn. 

Hearths  are  aglow  in  England, 

And   logs  are  piled   full  high 
In  happy  homes  in   England 

From  Thames  to  Severn  and  Wye, 

Beneath   the   wintry   sky. 

Passchendaele, 

December  8th,   1917. 
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YPRES 

once  fair,  that  I  had  seen  thy  day, 
Beheld  thy  gabled  roofs  and  peaceful  square, 
Thy  spires  clear  cut  against  the  mid-day  glare, 
Old  wives  at  market,  children  at  their  play, 
Stood  in  the  streets  and  passed  the  hours  away 
Beneath  the  walls  of  thy  great  Shrine,  and  there 
Drunk  in  thy  beauty,  breathed  thy  fragrant  air, 
Watched  till  the  sun  had  spent  its  latest  ray  : 
Would  I  had  seen  the  stately  majesty 
Of  solemn   mass — incense   and   vested   priest— 
Within  thy  Temple  on  some  holy  feast, 
Or  gazed  on  thy  emblazoned  heraldry. 
But  now — a  mass  of  stones,  no  life,  no  breath, 
I — and  some  others — and  the  hand  of  Death. 

Belgium, 

January  28th,   1918. 
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